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CHAPTER I,

The Wreeking Boss.

News of the wreck at Smoky Creek
reached Medicine Bend from Polat of
Rocks at five o'clock. Binclair, In per-
a9, wus overseelng the making up of
his wrecking train, and the yard, usu-
ally quiet at that hour of the morning,
was allve with the hurry of men and
engipes. In the trainmaster’s room of
the weather-beaten headquarters bulld-
ing nicknated by rallrond men “The
Wieklup," early comers—aleepy-faced,
keen#yed tralnmen—lounged on the
tahles and n chairs dlacussing the re-

ris from Point of Rocks, and among

em prewcallers and messengers
moved In and out.
they had thelr onders and were pulllng
out of the upper yard, with right of
way over everything to Point of
Rocks.

Tae wreck had occurped Just west
of the creck. A fast easi-bound frelght
train, doubleheaded, had left - the
track on the long curve around the
hill, and when the wrecking train
backed through Ten Shed cat the sun
atreamed over the heaps of jammed
aod twisted cars sirung all the way
from the point of the gurve Lo the foot
of Smoky hill. The crew of the train
that lay In the ditch walked slowly
up the track to where the wreckers
had pulled up, and the frelght conduc-
tor asked for Sinclair. Men rigzing
the dérrick polnted to the hind car,
The conduetor, swinging up the ca
boose steps, mede tis way inside
among the men that were passing out
toale, The alr wilhin was biutsh-
thick with tobaceo smoke, but
through the haze the frelghtman saw
facing him, 1o the far corner of the
denlike [uterlor, a man seated behind
8n old dinfngcar table, finfaling bis
breakfast; one glimpse wus enough to
identity the dark beurd of Sinclalr,
foreman of the bridges and boss of the
wrecking gang.

Beglde him stood a steaming coffes
tank, and In ks right hand he held an
enormous tin cup that he was about to
raise to hls mouth when be saw the
freight conductor. With g langh, Sin-
clalr threw up big left hand snd beck-
ooed bim over., Then be shook his
halr just a Mitle, tossed back his head,
opeued an unusual mouth, dralned the
cup &t 8 gulp, and cursing the freight-
man {ratarnally, exclaimed: “How
many carg have you ditched this
time?"

The tralnman, a soberfuced fellow,
answered, deyvly: “All | had”

“Running too fast, eh?" glared Sin-

elair.
" With the box cars piled 40 feet high
oo the track, the conduclor was too
old & hand to begin a eontroversy.
“Our time's fast,” was all he said.

Sinclalr roes and exclaimed: “Come
on!" And the iwo, leaving the car,
starled up the track. The wrecklng
boss palil no attention to hiz com-
penion. as they forged ahead, buot
where the train had hit the curve he
scanned the track as he would a blue
print. “They'll have your scalp for
this" he declared, abruptly.

“I reckon they will"

“What's your name ™™

"Stevens."”

“Looks like sll day for you, doesn't
It? No matier; I guess 1 can help you
out.”

Where the merchandise cars Iay,
below the awltch, the traln crew knew
that o tramp bad been canght At
Intervals thep heard groans under the
wreckage, which wus piled high there,
Eloclalr stopped at the derrick, and
the frelght conductor went on to
where his brakeman had enlisted two
of Staclalr's glants to help get ont the
tramp. Abrakebeam bad crushed the
man's legs, and the pallor of bis [nee
showed that he was hurt Interoally,
but he was constlous and moaned soft-
Iy, The men bad started to carry him
to the way car when Sinclair came
up, asked what they were doing. and
ordered them back te the wreck, They
bastily lald the tramp down. “But he
wants water,” protested a brakeman
who was walking behiud, carrying his
am I ¢ eling.

"Water!” bawled Sinclair. “Have
my mey got nothing to do but carry
& tramp (o water! Oet shead there
and belp unload these refrigerators.
Ee'll fivd water tast enough. Lel the
damned hobe craw! down to the creek
after I

The tramp was Loo far gone for re-
stniment; he had faintéd when they
Mid bim down, and his balf-glazed
ayes, staring st the sky, gave no evi-
A that he heard anything,

The sun rose hot, for fa the Red
duscrt oky there Is rarely a cloud.
Biaclalr teok the little hill nearest
the-gwitel' to bellow bis orders from,
rugzing down smong the men when-
over ubcossary o help carry them out.
Within 30 winntes, though appareptly
®Bo impression bad-been made on the
great heaps of wrenched and splin-
tered equipment, Sinclair had the job
b hand,

. The [freight conduetor, Bteveds,

speak to Sfaclair; and Sinelalr, with

Two minutes after|

where they bad walked in tie morn
ing. He pointed to flangemarks on
the ties. "“See there—thers's where
the first wheels left the track, and
they left on the Inside of the curye;

tor broke, I've got the wheel flsell
back there for evidence. They can't
talk {g8! running sgainst that. Damn
a private car line, anyway! Give me
a cigar—baven't got any? Great gums;
man, there's a cuse of Key Wests
open up shead; go Al your pockets
and your grip, Don't be bashful;
you've got friends on the divislon, if
you are Irish, eh™

“Sure, only 1 don't smoke," sald
Stevens, with diplomacy.

"Well, you drink, don't you?
There's & barrel of braudy open &t the
awiteh,” -

The brandy cask stood upended
néar the water bult, and the men
dipped out of both with cupa They
were working now half naked at the
wreek., The sun hung in & cloudless
sk, the afr was still, and along the
right of wiy huge wrecking fires
added to the scorching heal. Ten feet
from the water butt lay o fattensd
maes of rags.  Crosied In smoke and
blood and dirt, erushed by a vise of
beasns and wheuls out of human sem-
blance, and jeft now an almless,
twitching thing, the tramp elutched
at Stevens' fool as he passed. “Wa-
ler!"

“Hello, old boy, how the devil did
you get here?” exclaimed Stevens, re
treating in alarm,

“Water!" |

Stevens stepped to the butt and
filled & cup. The tramp's eves were
closed. Sievens poured the water
over bis face; then he lUifted the man's
head and pat & il tu hie Hipa.

“Is that hobo alive yet? ssked Sin-
eluir, coming back smoking a olgar.
"What does he want now? Water?
Don’t waste any time oo him*

“It's bad luck relnsing water,” mut-
terad Stevens, holding the cup.

“He'll be dead ln a mingte," growled
Sinelair.

The sound of his volce ronsed the
failing man to a fury. He opened his
bloodshot eyes, and with the dregs of
an ¢bbing vitality cursed Sinclalr with
& Ireney that made, Stevens draw back.
Il Sinelalr was startled he gave oo
glgn. “Go to hell!” he exclaimed,
harshly,

a thin fange under the first refrigern- |

With a ghnstly effort the man mude
his retort. He held 1ip his blood-soaked |
fingers. “I'm golng all right—I know
that” he gasped, with a curse, “but 1'
come back for you!"

Sinclalr, unshaken, siood his ground,
He repeated his impréeation more vio- |
leatly; but Stevens, swallowing, iln}e|
out of hearing. As he disappeared, a
traln whiatled in the west.

CHAPTER 11,
At Smoky Creek.

Karg, Stnclair's crew foreman, came
running over to him from a pile of
merchandise that had béen sat off the
right of way on the wagon road for|
lool. "That's the superintendent’s car |
coming, ain't it, Murray? he -:rlwl.I
fooking across the creek at the ap|
proaching train,

“"What of It?” returned Sinclair,

“Why, we're just loading the team.”

The incoming train, an engine with
A way car, two fiats, and the Desr|
Dnnee derrick, slowed up at one end of
the wreek while Sitclair and his fore-
man teiked, Three men could be seen
getting oot of the way car—MceCloud,
the supérintendent, and Reed Young,
the Scotch roadmaster, and Bill Dan-
cing. A gang of trackmen filed siowly
out after them.

The leaders of the party made their
way down the curve, and Sinelair, with
Karg, met them at the point. Me
Clowd asked questions about the
wreek and the chances of getting the
track clear, and while they talked
Sinclair sent Karg to get the new
derrick Into action. Stelalr then
azked MoCloud to walk with him up
the track to see where the cars had
left the rail. The two men showed in
contrast ms they stepped along the
ties. MeClond was not alone Founger
and below Sinclair's helght: Ws broad
Stetson hat flattened him somewhat
His movement was delibernte beside
Sinclair's Itheness, and bhils face,
though burned by sun and wind, was
boyish, while Blnclairs wag strongly
lined

“Just 8 moment” suggested Me
Cloud, mildly, as Sinclair hastened
pust the goods pfled in the wagon
road. “Whose team ig that, Sinclair?™
The rond followad the right of way
where they stood, and u four-horse
team of beavy mules was pulling a
loaded ranch wagon op the grade
when MeCloud spoke.

Sinclalr answered cordially. “That's
my tenm from over on the Frenchman.
I picked them up at Denver, Nice
mules, MeCloud, sin't they? Give me
mules every time for beavy work. 1If
L had just a hundred more of ‘em the
campany could have my fob—what?"

“Yes. What's that stiff they are
baniing?*

“Thot's s little stull mashed wp In

shoulders. “Stevens, It's all right. I
#2t you out of this. Come here He

- bed “the ‘tondomor down the ruek

the merchandise ear; there’s some (o
yBeitto therg and a Hitle wine, I guess.

| The cases are all smasbed =

“Water!" Bawled Sinclair, “Have My Men Got Nothing to Do But Carry
Tramps to Water?™

"Tet's ook at IL”

“Oh, there's nothing there that's
any good, MeClond.”

“Let's look at i

As Bill Dancing and Young walked
hehind the twe men toward the wagon,
Dancing made extraordinary efforis to
wink at the roadmaster. “That's a
good story about the mules coming
from Denver, aln't 1T he mutiered.
Young, unwilling to commit himsalf,
stopped to light his pipe. When he
&nd Dancing joined Sinclair and Me-
Clond the talk between the snperin-
tendent and the wreckiog boss had be-
come animated.

“I always do something for my men
out of & wreck when [ ean; that's the
way [ get the work out of them,” Sin.
clair was saying, “A little stuff like
this,” he added, nodding toward the
wagon, “comes handy for presenis,
and the compuny couldn't get uny sal.
vage out of It, anyway. 1 get the
value a dozen (lmes over In quick
work. Look there!"™ Sinclalr pointed
to where the naked men heaved and
wrenched in the sun, "Where could
you get white men to work llke that
It you didn't jolly them along once
in & while? What* You haven't been
here long, MeCloud,” smiled Sinclair,
laying a hand with lieavy affection on
the yoong man's shoulder, “Ask any
man on the divislon who gets the
work out of his men—who gets the
wrecks cleaned up and the track
cleared. Aln't that what you want?™

*Certalnly, Binclair; no man that
fver saw you handle a wreck would
unidertake to do It vetter.”

“Then what's all this fuss about?™

"We've been over all this matter he-
fore, as you know. The eclalm de-
partment won't stand for this looting;
that's (he who!e story. Here ars ten
or twelve cascs of champagne on your
wagon—solled u Litle, but worth a lot
of money.”

“That was a mistake loading that
up; I admit it; it was Karg's careless-
ness."

“Here Is one whole case of clgirs
and part.of another” continued Me
Cloud, climbing from one wheel to
another of the wagon. “There 15 &
tL.usand doliars in this load! 1 know
you've got good men, Sinclair, 1
they are nol getiing pald as they
should be, give them time and a half
or donole time, but put It In the pay
checks. The freight loss and damage
Account Incremsed 200 per cent. last
year. No raliroad company can keep
that rate up and last, Binclair™

“Hang the company! The clalm
sgents are a pack of thieves” cried
Binclair. “Look here, McCloud, What's
a pay check to a man that's sick, com-
pared with a bottle of good wine™™
**“When one of your men Is gick apd
needs wine, let me know,” returned
MeCloud; “TTl see -that he gets it
Your men don't wear silk dresses, do
they?™ he ssked. pointing to another
case of goods under the driver's seat
“Have that stuff all hauled back and
loaded into @ box car on track™

“Not by & damned sight!"” exclalmed
Sinclalr. He turned to his ranch driv-
er, Barney Rebstock. “You hanl that
stufl where you were told to haul It,
Barney." ‘Then: “You 'and [ may as
well have an understanding right
here” he sald, as MoCloud walked
to the head of the mules.

*By all means, and Il begin by
countermandiog that order right now,
Take your load straight back to that
car,” directed McCloud, polnting up
the track. Barney, & ranch hand with
a cign ~tte lace, looked surlily at Mo-
Cloud

Sinclair raised a finger xt the bay.

“You drive straight ahead where I told
you to drive. 1 don't propose 1o have
my affalrs interfered with by you or
anybody else, McCloud, You and I
can settie (his thing ourselves,” he
added, walking straight towsrd the
superintendent.

“Get away from those muoles!"
velled Barney at the same moment,
cracking his whip.

MeCloud's dull eyes hardly lghtened
&8 be Jooked at the driver. "Don’t
swing your whip this way, my boy"
he sald, laying hold quietly of the near
bridie

“Drop that bridle!™ roared Sinclalr,

"I'll drop your mules in thelr tracks
If they move one foot forward. Dan-
cing, unhook those traces” sald Me
Cloud, peremplorily. “Dump the wine
out of that wagon box, Young." Then

he turned to Sinclalr and pointed to

the wreck, “Oet baek to your wark”

The sun marked the five men rooted
for an Instant on the hillside. Dane
cing Jumped at 1he traces, Reed Young
clambered over (ke wheel, and Sin.
clalr, livid, faced McCloud. With a
bitter  denunciation of Interlopers,
clalm sgents, and “fresh™ railroad men
generally, Binclair awore he would not
go back to work, and & case of wine
crashing to the ground {nfuriated him.
He turned on his heel and started for
the wreck. “Call off the men!" he yelled
to Karg at the derrick. The foreman
passed the word, The derrickmen,
dropping thelr hooks and chains In
some surprise, moved out of the wreck-
age. The axmen and laborers gathered
around the foreman and followed him
toward Eloclair,

"Boya" erfed Sinclalr, “we've got a
new  supedintendent, a8 college guy.
You know what they are; the com-
pany has tried ‘em before. They
draw the sslaries and we do the work.
This one down here now is making his
little kick about the faw plekings we
get ont of our Jobs. You can go back
to your work or you can stand right
Sere with me till we get our righta.
What

Half a dozen men began talking at
once. The derrickman from below, a
hatchet-faced wiper, with the visor of
& greasy cap cocked over his ear,
stuck his head between the uprights
and called out shrilly: “What's er
matter, Mucray? and & few mea
laughed. Baroey had deserled the
mules. Danclog and Young, with small
regard for loss or damage, were
emptying the wagon like deckhands,
for in a fight such as now appeared
imminent, possession of the goods
even on the ground seemed vital to
prestige. McClopd walted only long
enough to assure the emptying of the
wagon, and then followed Simclair to
where he had assembled his men.
“Sinelalr, put your men back to work."

“Not till we know just how we
stand,” Sinclalr answered, Insolently.
He continued to speak, but McCloud
turned to the men. ‘Boys, go back to
your work. Your boss and I can set-
tle our own diffarences. 1'll see that
you lose pothing by working hard.”

"And you'll see we make nothing,
waon't you™ suggested Karg.

“Ill see that every man in the crew
gets twice what ls coming to him—all
except you, Karg. [ discharge you
now, Sinelalr, will you go back to
work ™

“Not!”

“Then take your *ime. Any men
that want to go ba=k to work may
atep over i the switch” added Me-
Clood.

Not a man moved. Stnclair and Karg
smiled st each other, and with no ap-

parent embarrassment McCload bir- |

sell smiled. “T Hke to see men loyal
1o their bosses,” he sald, good-natured:
Iv. “I wouldn't give much for a mdn
that wouldn't stlek to his boss If he
thought him right. But a question has
comé up here, boys, that must be set
tled ‘once for all. This wreck-looting
on the mountaln divislon Is golag to
stop—right here—at this particular
wreck. On that point thers is mo room
for discussion. Now, any man (hat
agrees with me on that mastter may
step over here and I') discuss with
him any other grievance. If what I say
about Jooting is a grievance, It .can't
be discessed. 1s there any man that
wanis (o ‘come over!™ No man
stirred.

“Sinclair, you've got good men”
continued MeCloud, unmoved. "“You
are leading them into pretly deep wa-
ter. There's & chance yet for you to
get them out of serfous trouble i you
think as much of them as they do of
you.© WIN you amdvise them to go
back 1o work—all except Karg™

Sinclnir glared in high humor. “Oh,
I couldu't do that! I'm discharged!”
bhe protested, bowing low.

“I don't want to be overhasty," re-
tumed McCload. “This s a serfous
business, as you know better (ban
they do, and there will paver be as
good a time to fix It up as oDow,
There {s a chance for you, I say, Sin-
clalr, to take hold it you want to
m“l!

“Why, I'll ke hold if you'll take
your mose out of my business and
agree to keep it oul”

“Is there any man here that wants
f{o go back to work for the company?"
continued McCloud, evenly. It was
on¢ man against 30; MeClond saw
there was not the shadow of & chance
to win the strigers over. “This lets
all of you out, you understand, boys,”
he added; “and you ean never work
again for the company on this divislon
If you don't take hold now."

“Boys," exclaimed Sinelalr, better
humored every moment, “I'll guaran-
tee you work on this division when all
the fresh superintendents are run out
of the country, and I'll lay this matter
before Bucks himsell, and don't you
forget 11!"

“You will have a chilly job of it"
interposed McCloud.

“Bo will you, my hearty, before you
get trains running past here” re
torted the wreeking boss. “Come on,
hors."”

The disaffected men drew off. The
emptled wagon, its load seattered on
ihe ground, stoof deserted on the hill
slde, and the mules drooped In the
heat. Bill Dancing, a glant and a
dangerous one, stood lone guard over
the loot, and Young had been ealled
over by McCloud. “"How many men
have you got with you, Reed ™

“Eleven.”

"How long will it take them to clean
up this mess with what help we can
run in this afternoon?™

Young studied the prospect befors
replying. “They're green al this sort
of thing, of course; they might be
fussing here till to-morrow noon, I'm
afraid; perhaps till to-morrow mnight,
Mr. MeCloud.”

“That won't do!™ The two men
stood for a moment in a study. “The
merchandise is all unloaded, Isa't L7
sald McCloud, reflectively. “Get your
men here and bring s water bucket
with you,”

McCloud walked down to the en
gine of the wrecking traln and gave
orders to the train and engine crews
The best of the refrigerator cars had
been rerailed, and they were pulled to
u sale distance from the wreck. Young
brought the bucket, snd MeCloud
pointed to the caakful of brandy.
“Throw that brandy over the wreck
age, Reed.”

The roadmaster started.
whole thing up, eh?

"Everything on the track.”

"Bully! It's a ghame to waste the
liquor, but it's Sincialr's fault. Hers,
boya, scatter this stoff where It will
cateh good, and touch her off. Ewvery-
thing goes—the whole plle. Burm up
everything; that's orders. IT you can
get & few ralls here, now, I'll give you
8 track by sundown, Mr, MeCloud, 1
spite of Sinclalr and the devil.”

The remains of many cara lay In
heaps along the curve, and the track-
meén like firebugs ran in and out of
them. A tongue of flame leaped from
the middle of a plle of stock cars. In
five minutes the wreck was buming;
In len minutes the flames were crack-
ling flercely; then In another (nstant
the wreck burst Into & conflagration
that rose hissing and seething a hun-
dred feet stralght up I the air,

From where they stood, Binclalr's
men looked on. They were none
plused, but their boss had not lost his
nerve, He walked back to McCloud.
“You're going to send us back to
Medicioe Bend with the car, 1 sup

L

McClond spoke amiably, “Not on
your life. Take your personal stuff
out of the car and tell your men to
take theirs; then get off the traln and
oft the right of way."

“Golng to turn us looss om Red
desert, are you? asked Binclalr,
steadly.

“You've turned yourselves loose”

Wouldn't give & mas a tepams,
would yoa™

“Burn the

returned McCloud, impasdively. . .
“Well, boys,” roared Sinclair, golng.
back te his followers, “we can't ride
on this road now! “Buf | want'to tell
you there's something to est for avery
one of you over at my place on the
Crawling Stone, and a place to sleep

—

cursing McCloud omics mere.
j CHAPTER Il

Dicksie.

of the sun across the broad alkall val
lgy, saw the smoke of the wreck-fire
behind
stirred It With the stiliness of & slg-
nal column It rose, thin and black,
and high in the air spread motionless,
like » huge umbpsila, abové Smoky
creek. Reed Young had gona with an
engine to wire for re-eRforcements, gad
MeCloud, active amonx the trackmen
untll the conflagration spent Itself,
had retired to the shade of the hill

Reclining agalnst & rock with
legs crossed, he had clasped his hinds
bebind his head and sat looking at the
Iron writhing in the dyfag heat of the
fire. The sound of hoofs aroused him,
and Jooking below he saw m horse-
woman reining up near bis mea al the
wreck, 8he rode an American horse,
thin and rangy, and the erporienced
way In which she cheeked him drew
him back almost to his hannches. But
MeCloud's eyes were fixed on the slen-
der figure of the rider. Her bugt
Nashed In the stirrup while she spoke
to the nearest man, and ber horse
stretched his neck and nosed the
brown alkallgrass that spread thinly
slong the road.

To MeCloud she was something like
an apparition. He sat spellbound ug-
til the trackman indiscrestly pointed
bim ont, and the eyes of (ke visitor,
turning his way, canght him with his
hands on the rock in an Attituda open-
ly curious, Bhe tumed Immedistely
away, but McCloud rose and marted

She Was SBomething Like an Appam
ition,

down the hill. The horss's head was
pulled up, and there were slgns of de
parture. He quickened his steps
Once he saw, or thought be saw, be
rider’s head so turned that her eyes
might have commanded ons approach-
Ing from his quarter; yot he cweuld
cateh no further glimpee of ber face ;
A second surprise awalted him. Just
ae she geemed about to ride away, she
dropped lightly from the horss to the *
ground, and he saw how coanfidest In
figur~ she was. As she began to fry
her saddle-girths, McCloud attempted
a greeling. She codld not ignore bls .
hat, held rather high above his besd
a8 he approached, but she gave Mm
the slightest nod In return—one that
made po attempt to explais why ahe
was there or where shbe bad come
from.

“Pardon me" ventured MeCloud,
“have you lost your way?™ .
He was Immedisiely consclous that
be had mald the wrong thing. The ,
expression of her eyes fmpiled thit
it was foolish to suppose she was lost,
but ghe only apswered: "1 saw thi
smoke and feared the bridge was pm-

fire”

Bomething ln her volce male him
almost sorry ke had Intervensd; o
she stood ia need of help of any sord

confusing. \
“I presume My, Risclalr 1§ heret™
the ld, presently, 5 ;
“l am sorry to say he s pot*’
“He usually has charge of , the
wrocks, 1 think What a dregdful
fire!” she murmured, lecking down the .
track. “Was It » passenger wreek?™
Ske turned abruptly on MoClgud e
fsk the question. Her eyes were
brown, too, he saw, and & doubt as
sallod him. Was ghe pretty]

“Only a freight wreck”* he an

swered,

“1 thought if*there ware
hurt 1 could send help trom tHe raneh.
Were you the conductor?™
"Fortunately not.”

“And 0o ome was burtt*
“Only & tramp. We are

.
wreck ta clear the track ™ oy

(TO BE CONTINGmD) - ©

—and something to drink,* he alded, |

The wreckers, driftiog in the bisze

them. No breath of wind *

it was got appareat, and ber gase waa ‘.

- s




